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and private expositions of the Word. Robert used to
open the house door, and make a sign to the bearers
to stop. A row of a dozen or more sedans were thus
arrested in the street. Then the boy would go to
each sedan in order, open the window, and, thrusting
his head in, kiss the fair but venerable occupant, and
then start back in mock dismay, exclaiming: CA
thousand pardons! I thought you were my mother.
I am sorry. How could I have made such a mistake,
you are so much older?'

Sometimes, with the gravest face, he would tell the
bearers that the lady was to be conveyed to the Dock-
yard, or the Arsenal, or to the Hoe; and she would
find herself deposited among anchors and ropes, or
cannon-balls, or on the windy height overlooking the
bay, instead of at the doctor's door.

Two old ladies, spinster sisters, Robert believed
were setting their caps at the doctor, then a widower.
He took an inveterate dislike to them, and their
insinuating, oily manner with his grandfather; and
he worried them out of Plymouth.

He did it thus. One day he called on a certain
leading physician in Plymouth, and told him that
Miss Hephzibah Jenkins had slipped on a piece of
orange peel, broken her leg, and needed his instant
attention. He arrived out of breath with running,
very red; and, it being known that the Misses Jenkins
were intimate friends of Dr. Hawker, the physician
went off at once to the lady, with splints and bandages.

Next day another medical man was sent to see Miss
Sidonia Jenkins. Every day a fresh surgeon or
physician arrived to bind up legs and arms and heads,
or revive the ladies from extreme prostration, pleurisy,
inflammation of the lungs, heart-complaint, etc., till
every medical man in Plymouth, Stonehouse and
Devonport had been to the house of the spinsters.
When these were exhausted, an undertaker was sent
to measure the old ladies for their coffins; and next